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We ne'er strike out, but beat the former ground,
And the same mawkish joys in the same track

are found.

For still we think an absent blessing best.
Which cloys, and is no blessing when possest;
A new arising wish expels it from the breast.      310
The feverish thirst of life increases still;
We call for more and more, and never have our

fill;

Yet know not what to-morrow we shall try,
What dregs of life in the last draught may lie.
Nor, by the longest life we can attain,                   315

One moment from the length of death we gain;
For all behind belongs to his eternal reign.
When once the fates have cut the mortal thread,
The man as much to all intents is dead,
Who dies to-day, and will as long be so,
As he who died a thousand years ago*